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Salomon de la Selva 

And when you see that, what? Just this: Despite 
Newspaper revolutions and so forth, 
The different climate and the different 
Traditions and the different grandfathers, 
My people are pretty much the same as yours: 
Folks with their worries and their hopes about them, 
Working for bread and for a something more 
That ever changes, hardly twice the same; 
Happy and sad, the very joy and sorrow 
Your people feel; at heart just plainly human: 
And that is worth the journey to find out. 



TWO SPANISH FOLK-SONGS 

THE TINY MAIDEN 

I am so little, 

They say, "She's so young!" 
I can't bear it, mother, 

So I sing this song. 

Girls of fourteen 

Little babies bear; 
I am almost twenty, 

For this I despair. 

/ am so little, 

They say, "She's so young!" 
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POETRY : A Magazine of Verse 

I can't bear it, mother, 
So I sing this song. 

My breasts are ripe, 

And I am of age, 
God grant me for lover 

The king's little page ! 

THE MERCHANT 

Little ants in a double row, 
One for coming and one for going, 
Do you know what the market's doing? 
No, but the way the wind is blowing/ 

Little ants in a double row, 
An' you never heard of market things? 
Never a whit nor a two-pence worth, 
For when it's the rain, then we grow wings. 
And take them off to be ants again 
When the cricket sings! 

Little ants in a double row, 
I am tired of buying and selling: 
I wish I were an ant like you! 
Brother, there is no telling! 

Salomon de la Selva 
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